4        THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOT
£ the kitten.' That was quite inducement enough to set me imitating a kitten, and I used to delight in going about on all-fours mewing. Every day I used to go upstairs in this way to the second floor, to be with my father in his library, where ' ^                            he used to pass the hottest part of the day. When he heard
'i                            his c kitten7 mew he would open the door and give me a
volume of Buffon, that I might look at the pictures while he was reading. This I thought excellent fun ; but one day I was not received with the usual welcome. My father, probably intent on more serious matters, did not open to his c kitten.3 Vainly I mewed' more and more, in my most insinuating tones; the door remained closed. Then I noticed, on a level with the floor, a hole, which in all the country-houses in the I                             South of Erance is made at the bottom of the door to allow
the cat to get into the rooms, known as the c cat-hole/    This ,                            was obviously my way, and I gently slipped my head through.
>                             But my body would not follow, nor could I draw my head
1                             back:  it was  caught.     Though  I  was   beginning to be
;                             strangled, I ha,d so  completely identified myself with my
part of kitten, that, instead of speaking to let my father f"i                              know of my unpleasant situation, I mewed with all my might,
^                             like a cat undergoing strangulation.    It seems I did it so
I                             well that my father, thinking it part of the joke, was seized
|                             with a fit of helpless laughter.    Suddenly, however, the mew-
J                             ing grew faint; my face turned blue ; I swooned away.    I
I                             imagine my father's alarm  when he perceived the truth.
|                             With some difficulty he lifted the door from its hinges, re-
/|                             leased me^ and carried me, still unconscious, to my mother.
f                 .    '       She, thinking me dead, was seized with violent hysterics.
^                             When I came to, a doctor was in the act of bleeding me.
|                             The sight of my own blood, and the anxiety of the whole
I                             household crowding round my mother and myself, made so
|                             vivid an impression on my childisli imagination that the
lj                             whole affair has remained deeply graven on my memory.
my childhood was passing peacefully great events were preparing.     The   storm   of  revolution was already